IO4              MARRIAGE   IN   HEAVEN

That autumn, when Doreen had got over the
accident, something else happened. She had not
been well for some time and had attributed it to
nerves and shock, when she became definitely
weak. One day she fainted in the library for no
reason, and Charles, hypersensitive on her behalf,
sent for the village doctor.

The village doctor was a fat little man who
arrived in a very small two-seater car and was full
of his own dignity. He had long ago decided what
ought to be the matter with young Mrs. Fayre,
and was now delighted that he could tell her so.

There would be a baby.

It looked as though everything was turning
out for the best, because both of them wanted a
child more than anything else. Charles was
particularly delighted.

Now he had forgotten the dead swallow which
had lain so pathetically, its wings outspread, on
the hearthrug of that frowsy little Welsh inn.
He had forgotten many of those superstitions
which had worried him before, and was busy
making arrangements for his own nurseries to
be reopened.

He and Doreen went to the top of the house
and inspected them. Big nurseries, with the
windows barred by the small iron bars with
which youth is imprisoned.

He said: "I can't believe that we are really
to have a child who lives here as once I
'myself,'^

" We are going to be terribly happy, Charles?"

"Of course we are." He stood for a moment
staring out at the view that he had remembered